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8% MAN FROM ALASKA
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Poor little Monsiear Franceois!  He
leaned against the short connter in
the front pert of his Hitle restaurant
und allowed his tewrful gaze to wane
der ont into the steeel over the bailed
crans, juley beefuleal and wine bot
ey which adorned hils show window,
One thing was certuin, he thonght 1o
Bimselt that, I he would coptinue as
proprietor of the “lLouls ('O French
Enting House,” assuredly something
must he done lmmediately toward lm-
proving husiness, Bat what conld he
to without capital with which to back
his  operations? Mechanieally  he
opened the cash drawer and pecped
In.  What he saw couldn’t have of-
fered  muek  encounragement, for he
closed It quickly, and, with a deep
sleh, onee more gazed out nto the
street,  After all, he thomght, what
wits Lhe use of longer” continuing the
everlasting  struggle  for  sunecoss?
Here he was, with the same little ros-
tanrant, In the same Hitle slde gtreel,
offering to the public the same execl-
lent cooking as when he first started
in business fifteen years before—and
viel how  different  was  evervihing
now ! Many other restauranis had
sprung up in the neighborhood. and,
alag! there wasn'l enongh trade to go
ronmnd.

“Sapristl!  San Francisco g filled
with eating houses,”" groaned the e
Frenchman, “and so many poor, cheap
wltadrs, toa! My old customers have
deserteal me. . What care Americans
fur good cooking?  The American at
mosphere affects even my own coun-
trvmen, who ulso pass me by, Hah!
they think me old-fashioned; they he-
lleve me not fin de steele. Had | bt
a thousand dollars what couldnit 1 do?
I would make the “Louis 4'Or" 50 at-
fractive that none could  resist i
Hut alas! 1 ve nothing—nothing, Un-
less trade improves | omuast surely

close up In another week, 1 foar !
that | mnst ask Plerre and Jean to |

walt o few more days for their wages

poar, honest fellows, they are the
on!y ones that have stnek by me”
Amd mine host had hard work to keep
haek those glistening, rebellions tears.

Just then a eab was
slongside  the  enrbstone diveetly in
tront ol the restaorant.

Surely It won't stop here,”
Francois. .

Hut 0t did o #top there; amd a big
glunt of a fellow clamberad ont of it
with a great  deal of  unnecessary
nolse, and, handing the driver a five.
dotlar gold plecr, dismissed him and
his vehiele. Then the big man, who
was dressed in s rongh but wellfit-
ting suit of brown Scoteh eloth, open-
el the door of the “Lonis 'Or” and
stepped inside,  He dreew a large gold

thought

wateh from his poeket and noted the |

Hme as he ingnired in g stentorian
valee thint admirably suited the rest
of his general makeap, “Five o'cloek

am | too enrly Tor dinner a la
carte?”

Francols answered  no—that, nl
though Monsieur was the first gnest
of the evening, his dinner hould eor-
taludy not be deluyed, nor in any way
interior, on that wecount,

ool shouted the big man, seat-
fng himsell at the Jarge table in the
middle of the voom, “If you're ready,
whiy then, by George! 1 am,  too,
Hriug on your menw” -

Pierre al once appeared with the
Wil of Tare,  Falthful  Plerre! —he
wis the only walter left now,  But
then, as Francols had argoed, sach
4 modest Nitle restanrant whh such
n very sleoader patronnge didon’t re
gulre more than one walter,

The big strangers large blue eves
ewept the ecardboard  at o glance.
Then he stroked his luxurions brown
board amt bellowed enthusiasiicaily:
‘Who says there's another such place
I al "Friseo as the ‘Lounls d'Or?
Pivmn your bespangled  and  bemir
worrored cafes, say L Give me good

cuting In a viny shop Hke thig, wheye !

Jou pay your honest woney for honest

driven  up |

cooking and honest wines, and not for
& lot of devilish claptrap rubbish!™

Francois's face showed uncertainty.
Was this blg chap drunk, or fooling,
or really sincere? The guest seemed
to read his host's thoughts, for he
added Immeniately:

YOh, | mean just what 1 say! 'm
not one of your confounded joshers,
and I'm not under the Influence,
either. To tell the plalr anvarnished
trath, 've had nothin 1o eal and
nothing to drink for twenty-six hours,
On, I've been preparing for this feast,
I can tell you!™

Francols's face showed worriment,
Could the b chap pay for bhis dinner?
Had he any money, that he had
starved so long? Again were his
thoughts apparently read by the first
guest of the evening, who went on 1o
suyv: “Don’'t you be afrald for an in-
stant that 'm unable to settle my bill
Why, dang 1t all, man! ['ll not only
pay. but I'll pggg better than you were
ever pald in your Hle before!™ Anpd
he whacked a bulging leathern wallet
down on the table with such forece
that the watershottle was almost up:
sel. “And now, waiter,” he continued,
“bring on the soup.”

‘What kind of soup, sir?” asked
the interested Plerre.

“All Kinds,” replied the bhig man.

“Very well, #lr;"” and Plerre went
abont his duty with a puzzled expres.
slon on his brow, while Monsler Fran-
cols pinched his leg under the conn:
ter to make sure of his wakefulpess,

While Plerre was gone, the strang:
or improved the time by carefully
studying the bill of fare, and marking
with a blue pencil the dishes that
especially appesled to him. When the

wialter returned he bhrought with him
| an immense tray containing six dishes
|ur soup of various Kinds, which he

proceeded to arrange in & semi-cirele
on the table before the big man.

AW exclaimed Lhe latter gentle
man, “this 1= what [ call bully!™ *Anpad
he sampled each soup o tarn, begin:
ning ot the right-hand side and tak-
ing them in rotation. “Now, when
they wre ready, bring on the fish,”

“What Kkind of fish, sir?"”

“All kinds.™

Pierre’s eyes sought his masterT,
but he conld gain no additional o

—_—

“Had | but a thousand dollars what
couldn't | deo?"

telligence from the stupid look on
Francolg's countenance.

“Nery well, sir.” mechanically said
Plerve, and started off,

“And the wine, 100"
Birest,

“"What kind, sir?” Pierre stopped
(o inguire from the doorway.

“AlL Kinds,” was the hearty preply:
and Plerve disappeared with & revers
entlal bow, 5

The stout gentleman appeared to
be delighted with the soups, and was
not at all backward In expressing his
| sitlsfaction,

“This consomme I8 grand!” he de-
clared. nodding approvingly at Frap-
cois, “and so are these other three,
but when it comes to downright epi-
curean excellence, I'm  thinking, by
1ueurse! that it's & stand-off between

called the

the fomato-bisgue and the mock-tur
tle "

And he fell to with renewed vigor,
and did justice to each one of the six.

Then Plerre reappeared with his Im-
mense (ray, loaded down with boiled
salmon, fried flounder, brolled boned
smelfx and other palate ticklers from
the sea, which soon were being de-
voured by the hungry guest with
many manifestations of pleasure.

“Don‘t forget the wines,” he man-
aged 1o say between mouthfuls, as the

walter vanished with the empty soup |

dishes,

The wines were soon at hand—npint
hottles of fine old claret, Burgundy
and Rlesling, and the blg man fin:
ished them all, together with most of
the fish, while Francols and Plerre
looked on with growing Interest and
wonder.

“And now," erled the
with

banqueter.
undanunted enthusiasm, “let's

have everything that I've marked with |

the blue pencil,” and he tossed the
cardboard to the walter. “And, by
the way, have you any exira dry
champagne? Well, bring me a half-
dozen bottles—the finest you have.”

There's no use going further into
details regarding that dinner. Let it
be sufficient to say that no one hu-
man belng, before or since, ever con-
sumed a greater amount of food and
drink at one sitting than did that lone
guest at the “Lounis d'Or." To remark
that Francois and Plerre were amazed
is to say too little—they were ap-
palied, paralyqzed, for in all their ex-
perience they had seen nothing like
it. Francois made up his mind that.
ut all events, the big chap must and
should be humored; Pierre couldn't
Ven make up his mind—it was be-
yond him.

While the stranger was finishing his
dessert, a few old customers dropped
into the restaurant for thelr useal
evening meal, and the walter was
compelled to divide his attention and
«ervices between them aud the stout
gentleman, When the newcomers ob.
served the numerous empty
and wine hottles on the table in front
of the lone banquetar, they all stopped
to gaze in astonishment st such sn
unusual spectacle.  Oblivious of all
the excltement he was causing, that
gentleman finished his black coffee
and cognac with a flourish, and then,
rising noisily to his feet, announced
in o lond voice that he was through.

"All except.” he added with emnpha-
six, “the toast. My friends, pardon
me for interrupting you at the very
heginning of your dinner, but I have
three bottles of champague left—the
best, by the way, that ever warmed
the heart—and | want you all to join
me in drinking—the toast.”

The newcomers all signified their
willingness to partake of the wine al
the expense of the liberal gentleman.
and Plerre was ordered to A1 all
Klasses,

“Yours, also mine host,” called out
the banqueter, with a low bow 1o
Francois. “And yours, loo, walter."

And so both proprietor and servant
joined the party with well-filled bump-
ers, In spite of Francois's protest that
it was & very unusual proceeding.

“By George!” suddenly shouted the
stoult man, “I nearly forgot the cook.
Oh, say, let's have the cook by all
means.”

And the wondeéring Jean was
brought forth Into the world from the
mysteries of his klichen amid general
applanse, and was glven a large goh-
let of sparkling champagne,

“And now, my friends,” continued
the big man, his good-natured face all
aglow, “allow me to explain the origin
of the toast which we are aboul 1o
drink. Just a year ago this month a
poor. proud devil, who had falled in
business, came here to 'Frisco without
# penny in his pocket, For three long.
dreary days he walked the streets of
thig town, seeking employment, wilh-
out a bite of food to eat. On the
evening of the third day he found a
ten-cent piece In a gutter. He was
s#0 devilish hungry that he must have
been a little out of his head, for.
sirange as it seems, he felt that noth-
ing on earth would satlsfy his out-
raged appetite but raw oysters. Oh,
I know it sounds funny. but just wait

iishes |

| George!

til you are dylng of that terrible sick-
ness, starvation, and then see how it
affects you—no two men allke |
swear. Well, gentlemen, this unhappy
chap went from restaurant to restaur-
ant In a dazed sort of way, trying ‘o
get ten cents’ worth of oysters with
salt and pepper, and lemon on ‘em,
but in every place he was laughed at,
and sneered at, and was turned away,
until he happened into a tiny French
cook-shop in a little side sireet, where
they served him the few oysiers as
if he were buving a dozen—with salt.
and pepper and  lemon, too, by
And in one of those ovster
shells that starving man fonnd & large
pearl. He didn’t reallze what it was
at first, and when a jJeweler In Mont-
gomery street cave him three hun
dred dollars for it. the shoek nearly
killed him. The foMorn stranger’s
good Inck dated from his visit to that
little French eating-houge, He mel an

“This is what | call bully!"

old gequaintance that very night, who
was bound for the Alaska gold fielas,
and the two of them made the irip

together—and struck it rieh! 1 was
that starving man, gentlemen, and
this was the restanrant where | got
my oyvsters. And, gentlemen, sines |
arrived in San Francisco twenty-six
hours ago. I've tonched neither food
nor drink, in order that 1 might ban-
qu2t here this evening in a manner
befitting the occasion.  And | might
wdd that even ordinarvily 1 have the
appetite of an ox. U've just finished
the grandest feast ever sel belore
man, gentlemen, and I've made out
my own bill, which amounts to exact-
Iy two thousand and sixty dollars,
with a hundred dollars each (o waiter
and cook as tips—and there's the
cash!™

With this the big man laid a great
roll of crisp bank bills on the tahle.

“Don't interrupt,” he eried, as Fran-
cois tried hard to speak. “Every daol-
lar of it is due yon. Anid now, gentle-
men, up with your glasses!"™  Every
gluss was held high.

“Here's to the "Louis 4'Or, and its
proprietor!” roarved the big Tfellow.
“May their sueceess inerease with each
new day.”

And every glass was drained.

“Ah, theré’'s my cab now!” the han-
queter exclaimed, and before any one
conld colléet his seattered wits, the
man from Alaska was out of the door,
which, however, was opened imme-
diately while the big, brown head was
thrust inside.

“Oh, | say, gentlemen,” called out
the departing guest, “there are some
of my cards,” and he tossed a bunch
of bhusluess  pasteboards  into the
room. “I'm to be married at the Oe-
cldental Hotel next Wednesday morn-
ing, and | want all of you 1o come, It
vou don't,” and he winked threaten-
ingly at Francols, “why, damn it all,
I''l come back amid eat you out of
house and home!"

Universal love Is a glove without
fingers, which fitg all hands alike, apd
none closely; but true affection s
like & glove with fingers, which fis
opne hand only, and slts cloge to that
one,— Richtes,




